the time of high summer, the month of roses. No roses bloomed on the crowded Bermondsey streets, but there was content enough in their two hearts to transfigure the sordid City ways, and turn the hoary old world into a paradise.
They strayed into the churchyard where Fred and he had once sat and talked; and they rested on the same grey tombstone?the old church almost hidden from their view by the foliage of the trees, green for a brief summer. And now that they were together and alone, there seemed to be nothing to explain ; they were content for a little while to be silent, in that blissful mutual consciousness of each other's love that made words superfluous. She let her hand rest in Arthur's when he took it in both his own. " Delia," he said at last, "you know that I love you, and have longed for you these many months, and now?I think you have given yourself to me?but will you say it just once ? 
